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The past few weeks (first week in February 2008) in the Skeena Region have been the coldest to date this Winter, and the only fishing that's likely available is through a hole in the ice! Even the Skeena, with its large, broad flows is completely frozen over in most areas near Terrace. However, there is a light at the end of the tunnel, as temperatures are expected to rise over the next week, and fishing should resume and pick up quite nicely. In the meantime, attached is a little story that I wrote from a few weeks ago when we were out fishing...

For better or worse, I get the feeling that I'm falling deep into Steelhead fever. Not that I really didn't have it before, but I find myself thinking almost constantly about fishing for these great fish! My experiences this past weekend did not really do much to qwell this either - in fact, it probably made it worse. On Friday, Sky and I fished one of our favourite sections on the Skeena, and even though the water was low and clear, there were fresh, chrome Steelhead about. I know this for one thing because Sky landed a gorgeous male while fishing behind me, and also because we spooked several fish holding in very shallow water - 2 ft or less. Sky's fish was chrome bright, and though on the smaller side, around 4 lbs, the fish fought very well given the conditions. As we worked through the smooth, long tailout, we picked apart the run systematically. I fished in close, tight to the bank, allowing my fly to swing almost onshore, and Sky waded out a little further and was using his Spey rod to his advantage, casting further into the waters of the Skeena. Every once in awhile, whether it was a good cast or not, we'd see a large V-shaped wake speeding upstream and away from us. In this case, we knew that our casts had spooked the Steelhead resting in the shallow water. Still, to know that we had spooked 4 fish is not entirely a bad thing - at lest we knew that the fish were there, and that fresh fish were moving through the system.

Then on Saturday morning, Dustin and I had made plans to fish with our friend and local insurance agent, Michael Hogg, from Wightman and Smith Insurance in Terrace. We've seen Michael quite a few times on a local Skeena tributary, and could tell that he was eager to get out and fish for some Winter Steelhead. When Saturday came along, Dustin and I discussed the pros and cons of either doing a hike in, or drifting a section of river. Though it would be a little more work loading and launching the raft, we decided that it would be the best way for us to access some new water that we hadn't fished in awhile. Drifting was a great way to see the river and it's stunning surroundings; even moreso considering that it was a clear day and that you could see the white, mountainous terrain as a backdrop. When we arrived at the pool, it was slightly intimidating. The pool was a large one, about 150 ft across, and very, very long. We probably could have spent the whole day fishing this run only and, come to think of it, we actually did. Dustin had experienced good fishing in here before, and of course I was not going to second guess his opinion. Especially since the water in front of me had every conceivable thing you'd look for in a prime Winter Steelhead run: a long, riffly start to the pool with large boulders scattered throughout, and a nice even flow where Steelhead could sit comfortably, from 3-6 ft deep in the body of the pool. It was the tailout in this stretch though that dreams are made of. As the water from the heart of the run began to shallow out, larger boulders began to almost sprout up intermittently. Along the far bank, a small creek entered the river, and unless you were really paying attention, you'd miss the soft, gurgling sound that it made as it spilled over the rocks and into the pool. It was here that a small seam, a small ''slot'' was created that you could barely see on the surface. It was only a slight disturbance in an otherwise smooth flow - but it was there. I'd been working in behind Michael and Dustin, and we all had not touched anything. 

As Michael and Dustin finished through the run and began walking back upstream to the raft, I was going to follow suit. However, Dustin suggested that I keep fishing and that he'd bring the raft down later. Fine by me - this gave me the chance to reach that far seam on the bank. As I waded out a little farther, I began working out more line and prepared for my next cast by bringing the sink tip to the surface using a roll cast. Tracing my rod in a ''C'' shape, the line traveled up above me, and my line anchored right where I needed it to be. This was known as a ''Snap T'', my favourite of the Spey casts, and after forming a crisp D loop, set the 80 foot cast down gently on the water. I mended the line twice to make sure that my fly would not swing too quickly, then held tight to the grip as my line began to swing through the seam. The take of the Steelhead was so hard and so quick that it actually scared me. Instinctively, I set the hook hard, and immdediately a large, chrome Steelhead erupted from the water. Though I don't want to make an estimate for a Steelhead that got away, as we will always guess maybe a little bigger than the actual size of the fish, I would have said around 15 lbs, chrome, and mean. When the fish hit the water with a resounding splash, my line was no longer tethered to the fish. Gathering my thoughts, I checked my fly to see if it was still sharp, and then at the last, decided to change my fly. I made another cast, similar to the first one, to the smooth seam. As the swing approached familiar territory, my line stopped dead. This time, the hook took hold and the anger of the fish at being hooked quickly removed any excess line sitting on the water. Once on the reel, the fish started sounding, and moving upriver. Around this time, Dustin had apparently noticed me backing up, and knew that I likely had a fish on. Him and Michael quickly got in the raft and started their way down towards me. I knew that it was a good idea to keep my rod low and to put side pressure on the fish to slowly wear it out and not make the fight last too long. Though I'm not sure if it was the angle that I'd pulled the line from, or if the fish simply wasn't hooked well, but my line suddently went slack and the Steelhead was gone. I knew that in all fairness to Dustin and to Michael I couldn't fish through the pool again - I'd had my chances, well and good, and that it was only right to give them a chance to succeed where I had not. Sitting down on the bank, I looked at my fly and reached for my thermos of coffee. The warmth of the coffee helped, but as I sipped it, I couldn't help but think that having a ''wee dram'' of scotch may have been more appropriate... 

Later on that day, Dustin saw 3 white ghosts swimming by him slowly. Were these the fish that I'd hooked into previously, or another pod of fish moving up the river? We'll never know, but I'll always remember just how hard those Steelhead hit my fly and how rewarding the memory of a single fish can be.
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